220              OUT OF MY COFFIN
This nickname was the cause of an amusing and
rather touching incident. One of these pericoli giallo
nearly knocked my father down one day at the corner
of a street.   My cousin Giuseppe Vitelleschi was
going to Repasto for a week-end to see his brother-
in-law, Giuseppe Serafini, who was already there.
On arriving he said to the latter, in the hearing of
one of our peasants:   " Just fancy,  Zio  Checco
(Uncle Checco) was nearly killed by a pencolo giallo"
The very next day whilst we were at lunch at
Palazzo   Massimo,   the   butler   announced   that
" Vecchi" the overseer had called to ask news of
my father to whom he was most anxious to speak.
The old man was naturally shown in at once, and
twisting his old shepherd's felt hat nervously in his
hands, he looked at my father with the expression
of a faithful devoted dog, and big tears dropped
down  his  rugged, wrinkled  cheek   as   he   said:
" Master, let me go and kill him.   We cannot lose
you/'   Papa gazed at him in astonishment and
enquired the reason of this astounding proposition,
and who was the prospective victim.  Vecchi's face
became ferocious as he hissed out between clenched
teeth:   " That horrible Oriental who tried to kill
you the other day/'  My father was much touched
by the man's devotion, and took him out to show
him what was called the pericolo giallo in Rome.
When gazing up at Palazzo Massimo from Piazza
dell' Ara Coeli (meaning Altar of Heaven) so called
on account of the church of the same name which
stands at the foot of the Capitol, I was showing
Gianandrea the windows of our flat, explaining to
him the position of each room. This reminded me
of a few more incidents of my old life, and I smiled